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A little farm was my paternal lot 

Then like the lark I fprightly hail’d the 
morn ; 

But ah ! oppreflion forc’d me from my cot 
My cattle dy d, and blighted was mv 
com. 

My daughter, once the comfort of my age 

; Lur’d by a villain from her native home' 

Is call abandon’d on the world’s wide 
ilagej 

And doom'd in feanty poverty to roam* 

My tender wife, fweet Toother of my care ! 
Struck with fad anguifh at the Hern 
decree,- 

Fell, ling’ring fell, a victim to defpair, 
And left the world to wretchedhefs 
and me. 

Pity the forrows of a poor old man, 
Whofe trembling limbs have borne him 
to your door, 

Whofe days arc dwindled to the Ihorieft 
fpan, 

Oh ! give relief, and heaven will blefs 
your Here, 
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$ CAME LION : Or, The Folly of 
Pofitwenefs in Opinion . 

FT has it been my lot to mark 
J A proud, conceited, talking fpark, 
fith eyes, that hardly ferv’d at moft 
joguard their mailer ’gainft a poll; 
yet round the world the blade has been 
Idee whatever could be feen, 
burning from his finilh’d tour. 

Drown ten times perter than before; 
ihatever word you chance to drop, 

Ik traveled fool your mouth will Hop, 
‘Sir, if my judgment you’ll allow — 

‘Fve feen — and lure 1 ought to know”— 
•)begs you’d pay a due fubmiflion, 
dacquiefce in his dcci/lon. 

Two travellers of fuch a cad, 
o’er Arabia's wilds they pall, 

*^on their way in friendly chat 
^talk’d of this, and then of that; 
■cours’d awhile, ’mongft other matter. 
Cam el ion’s form and nature. - 
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